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THE AMERICAN ADVOCATE OF PEACE AND ARBITRATION, 



IN MEMORIAM. 

From the Advance of December 20, 1888, by Rev. 
Simeon Gilbert, D.D., Editor. 

Mrs. Eliza Otis Gilraore, the mother of Major General 
Oliver Otis Howard, U.S. A., General Charles H. Howard, 
formerly proprietor of the Advance, and Rev. Rowland B. 
Howard, of Boston, Secretary of the American Peace So- 
ciety, and Judge R. II. Gilmore, of Denver, died at the 
home of her son Charles, at Glencoe, near Chicago, 
Friday, December 14, 1888. 

She had just passed her eighty-fourth birthday. " 
glorious God! Do everything exactly in thine own way ; 
not in mine!" had been the characteristic and pervading 
thought and desire of her life, and was expressed in the 
words quoted above, a few moments before her death. 

She had greatly desired to see her son Otis once more ; 
just then he was transferred from the command of the 
Military division of the Pacific to that of the Atlantic at 
New York, and on his way across the continent he spent 
a week with his mother. Her son Rowland was with her 
during many days of the month of July. She at that 
time greatly enjoyed a visit with him to her only surviving 
sister, Mrs. C. H. Strickland, at Richmond, Ind. Judge 
Gilmore spent several days at her bed-side in November. 
Her son Charles who had been in Louisiana a short time 
on business, she longed to have reach home before her 
departure, and he arrived half an hour before her death, 
just in time for her last words of greeting and parting. 

The greater part of her life was spent in the State of 
Maine. Though twice married she passed a quarter of a 
century in widowhood. As to the sacred and persistent 
heroism of her life, her sons whom she reared and trained 
and imbued with her own spirit are her witnesses. Never 
ambitious for any noisy career, she was profoundly sensible 
of the responsibilities, the sacred privileges and far-reach- 
ing issues of motherhood ; and in that humble and seem- 
ingly obscure home, she caught such sight of the great 
world and of the Kingdom of Christ within it, that she 
bent her every energy to the educating and training of her 
children, desiring above all things else, that the glorious 
God might graciously use them, in His own way, in His 
service. 

Under God, whatever of value to the country and to 
the world they may have done, has been of her doing. 
There have been other such women, other such mothers, in 
America ; nor would we dare say their number is diminish- 
ing. But its many and high and strong qualities, firmly 
dominant and sweetly animated by thoughts of the glori- 
ous God, in a mother, to make possible such homes as 
hers. Those of us who have had such mothers, and have 
felt the gentle, yet resistless pressure of their hand on our 
souls, from infancy onward, can never be enough thank- 
ful to Him who gave us to have such parentage. 

A portion of the remarks of Rev. R. B. Howard, at the 
funeral at Glencoe, III., Dec. 16, 1888. 

It was her decision that never allowed our absence from 
the Church or Sabbath-school. Her plans and energies 
supplied us with clothing, and enforced lessons of truth- 
fulness, industry, study and demeanor. She insisted that 
we should do right and by persuasion, reproof, prayer and 
sometimes punishment she secured her object, as well 
perhaps as most mothers who have no better dispositions 
to deal with. 



In those years when afflicted by ill health, overworked, 
anxious and nervously exhausted, unobserved except by 
our Heavenly Father and but little thanked by thought- 
less childhood, she wrought for us that for which we feel 
most grateful to-day. Her repeated admonitions were, 
"Attend school." "Be scholars." "Do something worth 
while." "Be somebody." "Be Christians." 

Our three miles ride in crowded carriages to the "Center 
Meeting House," our winter walks of a mile over bleak 
hills to the district school on Quaker Ridge - how little 
necessary these seemed to us then. How important now. 

Your present pastor and his revered predecessor have 
spoken fitting and touching words to-day, testifying to 
the Christian earnestness and exemplary life and character 
of our mother during these thirteen years in which she 
has lived at Glencoe. 

You say truly that her closing years were beautiful with 
Christian activity and hope. The setting sun is often 
beautiful. We admire the western gates of Heaven ajar 
as he lingers among the clouds and the hills are glorified 
by his fading light, but his real work was wrought at 
midday when we were mindful of little except the uncom- 
fortable glare and heat. We did not notice that the grass 
was springing, the flowers blossoming, the berries ripen- 
ing, the corn yellowing in consequence of this noon-tide 
heat. But the beauty of the evening and the fruitfulness 
of the harvest would not have been, unless the sun had 
reached the zenith and lingered in the summer solstice. 

You only saw our mother when her sun had nearly set. 
God kindly lit up these later years of comparative rest 
and freedom from care with an afterglow of social and 
religious enjoyment to which this Christian circle has 
kindly ministered. These later years she had the leisure 
and the means to do something for those not of her own 
household. Your words of praise to our mother and the 
divine grace manifested in her, in addition to your many 
kind deeds, are and have been unspeakably grateful to us. 
But her "Life's star had elsewhere its setting." Never 
till we are parents can we know our mothers. It was 
when we were children that our mothers did the obscure, 
unobserved, toilsome and unappreciated work to which 
her children owe what they are, under God. 

A word to the dear young people before me. Love and 
obey your Mothers : be kind to and thoughtful for them ; 
be more grateful and more kind than I was when a boy 
and you will have less to regret when your mother lies as 
still and helpless as mine does to-day. 

Secondly, my heart is most affected by the thought that 
something of almost infinite mercy and tenderness has, 
with our mother, gone out of the lives of her children. 
Like the trees, as we grow old and strong, we grow apart. 
She was the one connecting link of the family. What- 
ever we may think of each other, every one loved his 
mother, and she loved us one and all. One may be in 
San Francisco, another in Denver, another in Chicago, 
and still another in Boston— each with his enlarging 
circle of personal and family interests, his individual 
opinions and convictions, the natural consequence . of 
maturing thought and character. Kinship of blood does 
not insure identity of belief or action. A mother's death 
severs one chain that binds a family together, and which 
keeps up in some measure the unity of childhood's life. 

But dear friends, we have still what our mother had ; 
something even stronger and better than herself. We have 
Christ, "He ever liveth." He alone can and will fill the 
vacant place. Will not all you that hear me hear Him also ? 



